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days were gone. They had no strength with which
to earn a living in a strange place and among
strange people, even if they had been sure where
to find a new place of abode. To this class the
problem seemed especially hard. Besides, deep
down in their hearts there was a strange and
peculiar attachment to "old Marster" and "old
Missus," and to their children, which they found
it hard to think of breaking off. With these they
had spent in some cases nearly a half-century,
and it was no light thing to think of parting.
Gradually, one by one, stealthily at first, the
older slaves began to wander from the slave
quarters back to the "big house" to have a whis-
pered conversation with their former owners as
to the future.